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prolog 


Author's Notes: 
This Story is pure fiction, None of what's written here is true. | neither know nor own any of the involved 


persons and have no rights on mentioned brands or songlyrics. 


This Fanfiction was originally written in german, so please don't mind grammatical Errors. (| could need a beta- 
reader by the way ** ) it’s going to be seperated in 3 parts (80s, 10s and 2000s)and | haven't finished the 
first part yet so..There’s very much to come, just saying (| warned you) 

I'd also like to Point out that, though it’s written SLASH and adult rated on it, there won't be a lot of sexual 
Content (also due to the fact that this FF is going to be a very Long one). 


Likely I'm going to upload two chapters a month, depends on how much time | will have.. 


You will see that sometimes | didn't get the historical Events right since | dont know every single Thing about 
the bands past etc. 


but now, here’s the first chapter: 


I'm sitting here in my changing room, the last assistant just left. I'm alone. In less than half an hour l'm going 
to have to stand in the thunderstorm of flashlights of a thousand cameras, answering a thousand never 
changing questions. 


One last time. 


My way ends here, or at least my career. 

The Moment | step out of that door will be the moment when | will stop being Jon Bon Jovi, the celebrated, 
successful Rockstar, and instead becoming John F. Bongiovi Jr. Again. 

An average burgher of the USA in his mid-sixties with a whole lot of money. 

| don't know how the others are feeling at the moment, if they are as lonely as | am now, alone in their 


changing rooms, only their thoughts and memories as company. 
My Career was long, much longer as many others could say about theirs, full of Ups and Downs, triumphs and 


disasters. But now l'm here. And | remember... 


| start with the beginning. That means I'll spare you the first eighteen years of my life although they weren't 
uninteresting. Unfortunately it is just that | can't remember them quite well and dont want to remember 
anyway because, honestly, school wasn't the best time of my life. 

And you wouldn't be able to recollect the name of your Middleschool Ex if you were my age, admit it. 

Ist Chapter: 


wC'me on, Tony! | don’t even want payment!" 


My Cousin Tony Bongiovi complacently leaned back in his office chair, crossed his arms behind his head and 
looked at me with the ken that he could demand everything from me and | would do it. 


„John, youre not even finished with Highschool, how'd ya want ta manage that?" 

| gnashed my teeth. 

„l'm doing diploma and gonna look after the studio in the meantime." 

„But a caretaker has to be available every day. | just cannot employ somebody who comes over ‘from time to 
time’ until he runs out of money for the bus and whose hair is hanging into the fountain solution everytime he 


bends down." 


| gazed at him angrily. My hair was my pride, | groomed it carefully and had it grown shoulder-length and 
curly. | Loved it. 


„Tony, believe me, | can handle this! Lemme be caretaker, you need one!" 


He gave me a harsh look. 


if you dunnot want money as a payment, what then? What is it that is more important than money to young 
people like you?" 


(As a reminder: Tony hasn't even been 30 years old back then for this | found the phrase “Young People’ kind 
of odd) 


'd like to do some demotraks. Just as a try. And I'd like to get to know your customers.” 


He lifted an eyebrow and | could literally hear how the thoughts rattled behind his forehead. 

He needed someone who took care of the recording studio and he wouldnt get a better offer than mine 
anywhere. 

But he knew me. He considered me as erratic, not reliable, as someone, who wasn't able to bring the things he 
had begun to a successful end. Where he drew all these conclusions from? 

Well, he mostly drew on my school archievements which were next to non-existent. 

| rather spent my time with playing the guitar and practicing songs with my tiny band than with learning for 


school. 


But there were two things my cousin didn’t already get at that time: 
| finished what | began very well as long as | was interested in it. 
And | got everything | wanted, when | wanted it. 

It had never been a question of if but of when 


This time it was just the same. 


„Ok, John. Come back tomorrow and I'll explain everything to ya. One or two demo records a month, depends on 


when the studio's empty. But come here in time and be there when you are needed, got it?" 

internal | cheered but on the outside i kept a straight face. 

„All right. See you tomorrow." 

| stood up, shook his hand and turned around to leave. 

„Wait! You aren't officially employed yet" 

Tony pointed at the contract and a ball pen that laid on his desk. 

| came back, took the pen and signed. 

John Francis Bongiovi Jr. 

The first step was taken even though neither Tony nor | knew how unbelievably great the following was going 


to be. 


Back then it were just some inky lines on a caretaker permission 


Hurley 


Author's Notes: 

We all know Jon didnt get to know Dorothea like this. She'd been the girlfriend of a friend of Jons (Bobby) 
before and when that guy went to the army they broke up so Jon had a Chance.. 

But | didnt know that when | wrote this Scene (a year ago) so | had to invent something and well..it turned out 
quite chliché XD but was far too lazy to correct it :p 

And at the Moment it is still HET, ya'll have to wait some time.. 


2nd chapter 


1919. Village People’s earworm ‘YMCA’ comes out and becomes a giantous hit. 
ABBA, the hip, swedish popgroup blooms one last time and reaches the Top Ten Charts with ‘Gimme, Gimme’ 
before it breaks apart forever. 


In Iran a revolution takes shape. 


Memorial Highschool, 1919. 
My last schoolyear was amost over. Three months and one week full of exams still seperated me from the 


freedom every Kid mostly longs for after its first schoolyear. At least | did as a kid. You? 


Highschool, everybody claims, were "the best four years of your life. Nothing but party, alcohol and sex." 
Well. In fact, | cant assert that | hadnt been on parties and got drunk in challenge with other guys just to 
impress the ladies (which, of course, always failed because no sane woman would be attracted by drunk 
teenage boys) but in terms of sex it was..well.uhm.a bit different. 

Though | promised myself to tell you nothing but the truth, | want to keep silent about this issue. 

All| can tell you is that | wasn't still a virgin when | graduated from Highschool. 


Of course | had some girlfriends over the time but none of these relationships were ment to be serious. | can 
remember that one time when me and two of my closest friends were extremely boozed and one of them 
knew a poor, ‘white trash’ girl and persuaded us to come with him to an old, scruffy motel in the outskirts of 
Sayreville to meet up with her. 

| don’t want to run riot, just this: We had some fun but for me it wasn't my first time and in the end we all 
sat together on a raunchy, spotty mattress, laughing and beer drinking and making stupid jokes. 

As far as | know one of the participants retired a few years ago from a very successful career as a doctor 
while the other one’s still active as an uptown lawyer, lingering in the High Society of New York where we 
sometimes meet up to remember the good old times and laugh about all the shit we did toghether. 


So, to sum it up, one cant say that my highschool years were bad to the core but "The best years of my 


life" were still lying in front of me and they were gonna last much longer than just four years.. 


| squeezed my way through the extremely crowded school hallway and stretched my neck to look after the 
one | was searching for. He had to be here, we'd made an appointment. Woe he forgot it again! Why wasn't he 


able to keep the simple instruction ‘Hallway, second break in mind? His memory had to be as holey as a sifter. 
But finally | spotted a blonde afro among the crowd or better, over it. Its owner was, with an age of IT, sized 
5,1 respectable feet and therefore his head sticked out of the crowd of schoolkids, shooting me a happy smile. 
If | stood next to him, l'd have barely reached his shoulder. 

| reinforced my efforts of maneuvering as fast as possible through the crush of kids and grinned all along the 
way. 

For | was focused on my target i didn’t pay attention to the lane. 

"Ouch! Damnit, watch out you lump!" 

| accidently ran into someone and his - no, HER - school books slipped away between the feet of carelessly 
clumpering people. | dived for a pen that was trying to make a quick getaway, collected some notebooks on the 


way, catched the pen and contritely took it back to its owner. 


The girl was busy with picking the remaining books up from the floor and as she finished and stood up | looked 


into a pair of angry, brown eyes. 
"Damn, don’t you have eyes in your head or what are those useless things there for?" 


she blawed me out and pointed furiously at my eyes. 
All irritated and sheepish | stood there and looked at her, uncomprehending. 


Err..Sorry?" 

She beheld me closely, then seemed to recognize me and frowned. 

"You are Bongiovi, aren't you?" 

| can't say that I'd been an unpopular kid at school. Actually, | was more popular than the geeks but less 
favored than the members of our sports team due to the fact that it gives a lot of impression to ones 
schoolmates if one leaves school during class (without permission of course) to practice with his tiny garage 
band but it makes one unpopular if he isnt good at PE and unable to play football because he always 
strumbles and is too small and dainty to catch the ball 

What should | reply now? 


"Yes?" 


She gave me a fainted smile. But | had the sensation that she smiled FOR and not BECAUSE OF me. Strange. 
"Ah. At least | now have the opportunity to talk to you before schoolyear’s over.” 


Have | already mention that | absolutely had no clue who she was? She was my year, that’s what | knew. | had 
seen her a few times before. But up to now | never payed attention to her, let alone having a conversation 
Geez, | didn't even know her name. Embaressing, especially because at Memorial Highschool, EVRYBODY knew 
EVRYBODYS name. 


So | asked the supposably most stupid question that could have come into my mind: 
"Excuse me, but who are you?" 


She looked at me the way she'd probably have looked at a creature from another planet that had to make a 
forced landing with its spaceship and accidently popped into her bathroom. 
But maybe | just imagined that. 


Then she blinked shortly and said: 


"Dorothea Hurley. It might be possible that you dont know me, lm attending this school only for 5 Years now." 
(Irony. Ouch.) „Anyway, nice to meet you, John - it is John, right? - but in future you should watch out 


whome you're running into, could be Mr. Baker next time." (Mr. Baker was our violent PE teacher). 
| replied: "Ooookaaay, gonna keep that in mind." 


But she had already turned around, grabbed her books out of my arms and walked away so that | had a good 
sight at her back side. 


Her long, smooth, brown hair seesawed with every step and grazed over her back. 
"Cute, isnt she?" 


| flinched. David had sneaked up from behind to make his fun out of scaring me. 
He just couldn't let it be. 


"Yeah. Yeah, ok. C’me on, let's get outta here. Can't stand this brig any longer." 


| gave the lockers a derogative look, set myself in motion and piled David's shoulder on my way out. Revenge 
had to be. 

He hurried up to catch up with me and we unoffendetly left the school building to head to our garage. 

Yes, the seventies were a rather uncomplicated time. 


And in my hand | held Dorothea's pen 


Rejections 


Author's Notes: 
Fictional. As always. 


Did | mention the pen | swiped from Dorothea Hurley after our first invidious encounter? Well, | wouldn't say 
‘forget it, but it’s not going to play a bigger role in this (my) story anymore. That thing only helped me to ask 
her out for our fist date, which was followed by a second and a third one and after the forth time we knew 


that there was more than friendship between the two of us. Soon we were topic number one at High School. 


Meanwhile | took my Job as caretaker more serious than anything before. | looked after the studio every 
second day and it turned out that Tony was quite a good boss. 

When there was nothing to do for me and no one was using the studio | was allowed to go in and do some 
demo records. And since there normally wasn't anything to do that would have taken more than an hour | 


started to bring David with me to help me a bit with the records. Of course only when he had time. 


In fact, David had a lot of time because he cared as less about school and exams as | did and for recording a 


demo in a professional tonestudio he’d maybe have travelled through half the country. 


But like every teenager my age | needed more money to make my dreams come true (and to keep my 
girlfriend). And as | didn't earn a lot as a caretaker (Tony actually payed me, | guess he would have felt guilty 
if he didn't) | had to search for a second job. 

Here’s just a tiny list of all the very ambitious works | did: 


First there's the shoe store where | hired as a sales assistant. The payment was okay but.! quickly realized 
that | didn't like it to feel up the feet of old ladies and - after hours of searching and some fits of rage on 
the costumers side - to have to tell them that there werent any shoes in our store that would have fitted 


their pretenses or - worse - to convey that the exemplars they chose were too expensive. 
So | started working in a junk yard but | gave it up soon since | felt like collapsing of boredom. 


Pizza boy was my next position (yeah, | know, italian blood and stuff, ha ha, good laugh) and it was quite okay 
because | didnt have to make the pizza myself. Ok Ok, | admit it: this was the pizza store where all the 
Cheerleaders from my school went to buy catering for the matches. Are you happy, now? 


The last thing | tried was carwashing. Actually, most of the time | was the Sign. Maybe that’s where l've got 
my pelvis moves from, who knows? But for sure it sounds better to say "I've got my moves from Elvis, he 


lives in me" than "| once worked as a car washer, cool, isn't it?" 


David and | managed to gather some guys to help us out in the studio. some of them were friends of ours but 
there were also some serious musicians like Hugh McDonald - a bassist - who wanted to get payed. They didn 
‘t demand much but | couldn't afford to work with them for more than a few sessions, though, because | didn 
‘t have the money. 

We weren't really a "Band" and we never called ourselves like that, either. My plan clearly intended to make a 


career as a solo artist. 


We produced some demos but the one song | finally considered as good enough to give it to a radio station, 
was recorded all by myself in its raw version. And of course later on, as | realized that it really could become 


something like a hit, we re-recorded it properly. 


Eventually, | was content with the song and so David and | tried to get it on a radio station 
At first in NY but nobody was interested in it. We didnt give up and tried it again, until we'd been at every 
single radio station in our reach. But it was no use. No one thought the song‘d have hit qualities, they all just 


sent us to their competition, more likely to inflict damage on them than to help us. 


| wanted to let it be, wanted to give it up. 
| sat at the kitchentable and cheerlessly stared at the lines in front of me. 


Made of Lipstick, Plastic and Paint..tryin’ to get your message through.A different line every night.. 

Geez, what the hell had | been thinking? The lyrics didn't fit neither on one, nor on the other endINo wonder 
that no one wanted it. 

| took the paper and was tearing it into tiny rags with the spot-on portion of disappointment and anger when 


someone knocked at our screen door. 


Davids long face grinned at me from outside, as foolish as always and he waved with two pieces of paper in his 


hand. Too large for bills. Too bad. 

"what?" 

| snarled. It was supposed to mean somethig like ‘piss off“ but Davids weird mind translated it into ‘sure, come 
in and annoy me’. 

And he did exactly this. 


"Hey, Johnny, have a guess!" 


The guy was extremely squirrelly. 
Only to be polite, | recurred: 


"What?" 

"We gonna fly!" 

Ok, now | was a bit more curious. 
"whereto?" 

| asked and glared amazed at him. 


As an answer he layed the chits in front of my nose. 
‘Los Angeles, International Airport, Friday 7 PM’ 


"Oh. My. God. Dave! Where the heck did you get these?!" 
I'd jumped out of my chair and looked at him, excited. 
"My mom bought them, weren't expensive. So you comin’ w-" 


He didnt get the chance to say "with me" because | hugged him so tight, he probably had problems to 
breathe. 


„Of course I'm comin with ya, man! That's THE opportunity! God, | love you, you bond afro-wearer!" 


Five days later, two disappointed teenagers returned from a weekend in LA, parted at their houses, only patting 
their shoulders tiredly for farewell and disappeared in their caves. 
You can imagine how much success we had at the western radio stations. Right: none. 


Now we could also already give up the whole thing. 


And then David heared about the Songcompetition. 
A new, regional station offered young, greedy bands, who wanted to get out of their outskirts and start a 
career, to send in a Demo record that then was going to be played on the radio for several weeks. The 


audience was going to choose the winner. 


And since we really had nothing to loose, we went to the DJ and handed him the tape. 
He turned it in his hands and inspected the lines, sloppily written on it with black marker. 


"Runaway? Hm, sounds good, lets see what | can do, boys." 


And in that moment, hope returned. 


Prom and Casting 


Author's Notes: 
Still fiction. 
Still Need a beta-Reader. 


4th chapter 


Uhm, when I'm looking at the stuff I've already told you | have to assert that | left something important - 
important to me - out. 
But I'm sure you're interested in it as well 


My prom. 


Still 1979. 
The exams were over, the results aka certificates hadn't returned to their creators yet to avenge all the 


uselessly lost hours one’d have rather spent with learning than with having fun, and the prom was imminent. 


My mom got a panic attac when she learned that named above was going to take place just the next week and 
my hair - I'm quoting her - "looks as if mad bats would dwell in it" 

And so the cozy, chubby small woman temporary mutated into a berserk, exactly as long as it took her to 
drag me into the car and to my dad's barber saloon where my permanent waves got detached with chemicals 


of which | didn't even want - and still dont want - to know for what they were used else for. 


As | had gotten out of the shower and blow-dried my hair, a grumpy, seventeen-year-old stared back at me, 
whose hair - staight and smooth - hung from his head boringly. 
| found it terrible. 


More humiliating was the suit fitting since five other kids from my year were in the same store, recognizing 
my new look immediately. 


| had to stand patter like "Hey, Johnny, ironed or what?" and "Curly-John’s dead" for a while but it didn't last 


long. 


Dorothea and me were dating for two months now and so as a matter of course we were going to go to the 


prom as a couple. Well, some other girls asked me out as well, though. Hope dies last. 


The Prom night. Some hours earlier. 

| was showering and enthusiastically chanting ‘ll see you again’ by Frank Sinatra when the water suddenly 
turned ice cold and | nearly crashed my head to the ceiling in shock. 

Someone giggled behind the shower curtain and after | turned the water off quickly and teared the curtain 


aside | angrily stared at the little fellow who had dared to wiretap the water line. 
"Matt! Holy Shit, turn off the fucking water!" 

My youngest brother grinned at me (showing his space widths) and chuckled: 
"Stop singin, Dsohnny, sounds bad’ 

"Stop wasting the water you filthy litle.." 


| threatened to come out of the shower and grip him. Matt just giggled and jumped out of my reach before 


truning the water tap to the maximum. 
"Okay, okay, | give up. No more singing. | promise. NOW TURN OFF THE GODDAMN WATER!" 
"Ok, Dshonny. 


He actually turned off the tap and disappeared, but not without leaving the door gaping wide open so the arctic 
cold of the doorway crept in, causing goosebumps all over my wet skin 
| slammed the bathroomdoor, locked it and got in the shower again with a deep sigh. 


Ok, in which line did | stop? | didnt even think of quitting singing just because my little brother said it sounded 
bad. When I'll be grown up, | swore myself, NOBODY would be allowed to burst in and repeat what just 
happened. 

As | had to learn later, it was going to take ages until that day... 


"am | really looking good?" 


Dorothea asked me for about the hundreth time, her eyes full of self critique as she checked her appearance 


in the rearview mirror of my car. And | answered for the hundreth time: 

„Yeah, Honey, you look beautiful." 

She just gave me a disbelieving smile. But to me it was worth it. Seeing this smile. 

| parked the car at the end of Butler Street, near the Highschool, there, where the street ended and one had a 


stunning view over some quarters of Seyreville, glowing in the dark. 
Out here there were no street lights any more. Out in the dark. 


It was the perfect place to..well.do what you do on such places after prom. | don't think | have to explain 


further. 

"Why here?" 

grumbled Dorothea as she got out of the car. 

t's so damn far away from school. Have to walk on High Heels, Jon" 
| bent over to her and kissed her on the cheek 

Jil carry you when you're too tired, Baby.” 


That seemed to placate her and so we set out for the brightly enlightened School. 


As we entered, some of the people near the door fell in silence and stared at us. | smiled at some of my 
buddies and automatically started to scan the hall for David. | didn’t find him. 
The conversations were revived again, we consorted with some friends, made compliments, got some, drank 


some drinks and tried to keep out of our parent's way to avoid needless embarassments. 


After some dances, David came over with his partner (| really cant remember her name anymore, I'm sorry) 


grinned at us and happily declared: 
"Partner Exchange!" 
| gave Dorothea an unconscious look but she just replied Davids smile, loosened her grip on my hand and took 


David's partner's place. The girl approached me with a wide smile and wrapped her arms around my neck like a 


squid..great. 


Much later in the evening, Dorothea and | left the Memorial Highschool ball, me somewhat exhausted, she with 
hurting feet. | made my offer happen and carried her to the car. In nearly complete darkness | digged in my 
sports coat for the keys. Then in my trouser pockets. Then in the pockets of my shirt. Nothing. 


"Fuck!" 


lch cursed. 


"What?" 

alarmed. 

"Babe, I'm afraid | lost the car keys." 

"John, please tell me that’s a joke!" 

wNo..it’s not.can't find ‘em." 

a rustling next to me while the darkness was moving as Doro rummaged in her own handbag. 

Then a dejected: 

"Nothing." 

"That's impossible, they have to be somewhere!" 

"Do you have light?" 

| reflected shortly, then pulled a lighter out of my trouser pocket and let a tiny flame flare. 

"better?" 

In the fiery glow Dorotheas eyes sprakeled black. 

"Hmm hmm." 

she mumbled and stared at me. Then she leaned forward and kissed me. Intensively. Her mouth on mine, her 
tounge slipping between my lips, tipping at my teeth, trying to get inside. 

And | responded her kiss. 

The lighter went out with a ‘Klick as | let go on it to pull Dorothea closer. We pulled each other to the ground, 
still kissing. In this moment the rest of the world seemed so accidental as if it was made of damp and smoke, a 
haze one could easily tear apart to have some peace and quiet. 

| felt the grass on my back, already damp of dew. Moments later, the faric of my shirt sticked to my skin My 
sports coat lay somewhere in the grass, had become a part of the world | didn't care about at the moment. 
Doro was loosening the buttons of my shirt while her mouth let go of mine and wandered downwards. Over my 
cheek, my throat, my collar bone. | moaned as her lips touched the skin of my chest and | tightened the 


embrance. My hand felt around for the zipper of her dress and began to open it. 


But as soon as she realized what | was doing, she stiffened and let go of me. | didn’t realize it immediately and 
tried to kiss her again. She turned her head away and pressed her palm gently but certain against my chest. 


"wait." 


| looked at her confused but weren't able to see her expression. It was too dark. 
"What is it?" 

"|. dont feel ready." 

"What d'ya mean?" 


| leant on one ellbow so I'd have been able to look at her face if there'd been light and started drawing tiny 
circles on the smooth skin of her shoulder with my fingertips. 


'It's.it's not that | dont want to sleep with you, Johnny, but.it’s too early." 
Now | was completely confused. 
"Doro, we are toghether for two months now, tonight is prom night, why too early?" 


She shifted a bit ans | catched her scent. Lilac and honey. Her breath grazed over my face and | thought she 


wanted to kiss me but instead she burried her face in my hair and inhaled my odor. 

"Please wait a little, John" 

She whispered in my ear. 

"How long?" 

"Soon." 

| tried not to show my disappointment and began to get the blood out of parts of my body that apparently 
werent needed anymore, which wasnt half as easy as it sounds. 

Dorothea rested her head on my shoulder, kissed my neck and after a while she mumbled: 


"| found the keys. They were in my handbag.’ 


Something rattled in the darkness and in spite of everything | smiled. 


5th chapter 


1980. 


the cold war was on its summit, the USA and Russia were at each other's throat, they hated each other with 
such passion that the United States didnt even participate at the XXII. Olimpic games in Moscow. 

Munich was shocked by a bomb attac at the Oktoberfest. 

And Pink Floyd created with their Single ‘Another Brick in the Wall’ and the following Album ‘The Wall’ a 


timeless classic. 


And me? | rode on a wave of euphoria. 
The DJ had really "Seen what he could do for us" and l'd mastered the firs step to success. Runaway’ hadn't 
only won the challenge, it had been a national hit, played by many radio stations all over the country and now 


everybody knew me, from Philly to Santa Fe, from Washington to Florida. 


There was just one problem: | hadnt read the fine print. To archieve the prize of the challenge, being a 
member of a band (or otherwhise, having a band) was required. And the prize was a record contract at 
PolyGram. Goddamnit! 

But | didnt have a band. And actually | never had wanted to start one. But now | badly needed some guys who 
were willing to be my rear cover for little money AND furthermore, were able to play instruments. 

David, of course, was in automatically, but where the hell should | get the other three needed guys from? 


| had a pal, Dave Sabo, who was very good at playing the guitar. His plan was to become a professional 
guitarist sometime and he didnt say no to my offer to play in my band. | don't know, if you know him. He later 
found accomodation in a band named ‘Skid Row’ (with MY help, just sayin!) and got famous as ‘Snake’, there. | 
am going to give this band and its lovely lead singer Seb Bach my undevided attention later on, but not now. 


let’s move on 


But now we still needed a drummer and a bassist. 

Like so many times in my life, David helped me also this time. We had set some announcements in the local 
newspaper but he ‘activated’ the web of contacts he gained at the top-class music academy he went to and 
soon after we arranged the first ‘casting. | doubt one could have actually called it that, it was just David and | 
and the applicants after a small club concert in a muggy backstage room. At first it was the turn of those 
people who've read the announcement in the newspaper, some of them were quite good but.! kind of wasn't 
able to imagine working with them for longer time. Yes, | konw, | know, don’t judge on first view, blah blah, but 
it just didnt seem to fit. 


And then a wiry, dark haired, small guy with strange hairstyle peeped through the door and asked: 
"Sorry, but do | have to wait until tomorrow for my turn or what?" 

David nudged my ribs and mumbled: 

"That's one of the guys Ive been calling, He's a bassist" 


And for some reason, my attention was arroused. 


The guy lined up in front of us, a cheap electric bass dangling from his shoulder. 
"Can | plug that in somewhere?" 


He asked while already heading to the amplifiers which were installed on the rear wall so | didnt find it 


necessary to say: "Yes, over there" 
"What's your name?" 


| asked instead, balancing a ball pen between my fingers. 


He looked up from the tangled mess of cables he was arranging and replied frowning: 
"Dave, didn't you inform him?" 


The recipient shrugged. 
The young man straightened up and looked me in the eye. He was barely taller than me but certainly older. 


"Alec John Such. Born l4th of november ‘5I, been working with the band ‘The Message’ so far. Damnit, didn’t 
you read my fucking application?" 


Another glace at David who started to nervously scrabble with his feet. 
"Can | start, now?" 
"Sure." 


But basically | had already come to a decision: Alec was my man. 


After he left with the promise that we were going to get back to him soon, David said: 
"There's just one more guy. | called him. Didn't think he'd be comin” 


"Wanna show me his papers first before we get him into the interrogation room with the mirrored-glass 
window?" 


| asked sarcastically, still pissed by the fact that David apparently didnt give me the applications. 


"Sorry, man. | botched it up, ok?" 
| would have loved to answer that, if he was going to botch something up in the future, on tour or whatever 


was gonna happen in the future, It probably would have much worse consequences. But | kept mum. 


The door opened and a cloddy man with forearms like a bear, firm and hairy, stepped in. The whole guy was 
like a bear: brawny, hairy, a scrubby moustache, covering all of his upper lip and deep, dark eyes, looking calm 
and intelligent staright into my face. He seemed to eradiate calm; a warm, cool-headed aura everybody in his 


reach just HAD to be affected by. 


| was sure, if whole the world was an agitated sea, he certainly would be the rock standing in the floods, quiet 


and reliable and one could clutch it if threatened to get washed away by the waves. 
This impression reinforced as he opened his mouth to introduce himself. 
"Tico Torres. What's up?" 


He was a bartion. One of those guys, all the operas want to snap up because they are so rare. His voice was 


so deep, that one nearly felt it more that heared it. | smiled involuntarily. 
"Tico? Not a common name. Screen name?" 

he nodded. 

"Hector Samuel Juan Torres, but that’s too long and difficult, dontcha think?" 
"Yeah, | like Tico better as well." 


| answered and asked myself, if Juan was spanish or mexican or something like that. I've never been very deep 


into foreign languages. 

He began to play the drums and, if | hadnt been convinced before, | certainly would have been now. He was 
ingenious. Brilliant. 

As he finished, | cleared my throat. 

"May | ask ya if you've already had experiences in a band?" 

He slowly nodded. 


"Yeah, | gained some in studios. Drummer for Cher, Pat Benatar, Chuck Berry.” 


| had to pull myself together to prevent my mouth from hanging open. So many famous artists! What the hell 


was he doing here? He didnt know, if this bunch of pickup guys would even have success. 


And | asked him the question. 
A deep laughter filled the room, warm and friendly. 


‘| wanna gain experience. And | think this here has potential. that’s all” 
Today | know that that wasn't it all. Tico knew from the beinning that we were going to succeed, he knew it 


from the first second he saw me on stage. Call it Intuition, call it charisma, call it whatever you want to. | call 


it fate. 


Realization 


bth chapter 
*RS 


| stare in the mirror. There are tiny lamps alotted all over its frame that are ment to illuminate your face so 
its easier for the assistents to figure out where make-up is still missing so they can cover the lines you 


have if you are in your end-sixties and have always treated your body as if you had a second one to replace. 
| can't remember anymore how often I've looked in such mirrors but it must have been unbelieveably often. 


I'm pretty much alone in my changing room, most of my assistants have left about five minutes ago. In one 
corner, one of those girls is still swishing around with something. She is quite good looking, tall, long legs, 
straight blond hair, pretty features and well endowed. 


Out of boredom, I've been observing her for a while now, sadly thinking that, if | was younger, | would have 
surely hit on her and by this time we would have already been making out on that couch at the rear wall or 
on that fuzzy carpet covering the floor. Well, at least as far as | know myself. And of course she wouldn't 


have said no. They never do. Nobody says no to a stinking rich, famous rockstar. 


But | ain't young anymore and so | have to be content with staring at her inconspicuously so she won't notice, 


glacing at her curves. 


To be honest | am very lonely at the moment. | know, Jon's, Tico’s and David's changing rooms are next to mine 
but yet to me they seem so unreachably far away. As if the walls between us were actual distances, not only 


phisycal but psychical barriers none of us is able to overcome. 


| stare at the mirror again, look at myself, the lines, the hair that’s supposed to be grey but instead I've dyed 
it out of vanity or just because | didnt want to accept it in the familiar brown of better days. 

The only thing that's still uneffected by time are my eyes. They are still brown, still looking the way they 
looked like when | was 20. Maybe a bit more sad. 


| sigh and turn away. The clock over the door tells me that | have twenty minutes left. Twenty minutes until 
Richard Stephen Sambora turns his back on his old life and vanishes into the sunset of a dying day. 


| suddenly realize that, if | were younger, | now would have captured this literary outpour to turn it into song 
lyrics. 
Not anymore. Never again. At least not for Bon Jovi. 


| look at the guitar standing next to me, abstractedly sweeping my fingers over the strings. It’s hard to 


imagine that it’s all over now. | mean, there were times when | actually thought it was the end, the very end 


of the band but we always stood up again, rose from the ground to go on for another decade. 


This time it’s different. | can feel it. This time it IS the end. Somehow this assurance hurts. 


| wonder if Jon feels the same. If the thought of never looking into a sea of faces again with the knowing that 
he is the reason why they are smiling, dancing, roaring, clapping, crying and raising their arms over their heads 
hurts him as much as it hurts me. 


| am not sure. 


For Jon it is different, though. For him, it is finally over now. He'd made clear that he’s drawing a line. | myself 
don't even think of stopping making music. l'm convinced that the day | lay the guitar down will be my dying 


day. For me there's a future in music. For Jon there aint. 


But | want to remember. Want to go back in time for one last time. Want to memorize everything, what it is 
like to taste the sweetness of success, to be captured in a stream of glory, wealth and energy that seems to 


never come to an end. How it feels to be young. 


And | look back.. 


1982. 
I'm 23 years old. 


| was on a hunt. My every-evening hunt for pleasure, music, alcohol and hot chics. 
And | wasn't alone in this club. Many others were here as well, bodies shoving through a bulk of even more 


bodies, in the dim light nobody was able to recognize each other. 


Why | was here of all things? The club was new, still kind of unknown but already full to overflowing. 
But this wasn't the reason | came here. It'd been a sign, an illuminated advertisign that had arroused my 
attention and made me to buy a ticket. 


It campaigned for a band that was going to play a gig this evening. It was a coverband but their lead singer 
had emerged - lemme think - three (?) years ago because he'd brought that one song on the radio that was 


still played today from time to time. 


| wanted to see him, wanted to judge how good he was. 
And, yes, if there were gonna be girls (and | was sure there would be), I'd happily jump at the chance to hit on 
some of them. 


If | had known that my life was going to be changed forever after entering the club, that it wouldn't be owned 
by me anymore, thenceforth be captured and lead by a greater, possessive instance, would | have stil 
entered? Yes, | think so. 


| don't only think so, | know it. 


the dulled light in the club was dimmed a bit more as two spotlights were switched on, illuminating a small 


stage in the rear of the room. 


It became even more quiet and | looked up from my current activity (making out with a girl while already 


spotting the next one - hey, don't look at me like this, | told you!) and turned to the stage. 


There was movement, something was obviously happening down there and | leaned further into the banister 


of the galery to have a better view. 


A Basedrum was hit, the keyboard started playing and the bass came to life under the fingers of its small, 
wiry player. | squinted my eyes a bit. | knew that guy. 

Alec. It was Alec! | supressed a laughter. We've played together in a band for several years and actually he 
told me he'd found a place in a new one but somehow | didn't get he meant THIS band. Funny how it sometimes 


goes. 
| recognized the first chords of Sweet's Love is like Oxygene’ and waited. 
And then HE entered the stage. From the first second | saw him, | knew what | wanted. 


He was neither very tall nor goodly built, as far as |, as a guy, could judge it but with every movement of his 
head his blond permanent waves flew around as if they had a life of their own, his shirt was extremely skinny 
and open up to the bellybutton so his hairy, slim chest was exposed. 


His trousers were even more skinny than the shirt and left not much room for imagination and his eyes..Oh 


God. 


Big, Wide, glowing with energy and sparkling with joy. 
Blue, blue, blue. 


And although | normally fostered very heterosexual feelings, | felt attracted by this wide grin and these 
waterblue eyes, stronger than I'd ever felt by any girl before. 


That was the moment | handed my life away and would never get it back. 
It was the moment in which | made a decision. 


It was the moment | saw Jon for the first time in my life and suddenly wanted nothing else but making music 


together with this kid 


Because he had it. He had what all those crawlers who call themselves ‘musicians’ is missing nowadays: He had 


charisma. And talent. And having success with him, completing and supporting him was the only thing | wanted. 


| realized: The only thing, the missing link that still seperated him from success was me. 


Sambora and McGhee 
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Tth chapter 
*JBJ 
| was sitting backstage (well, if you wanna call it like that, it actually was just a small corner behind the stage, 


big enough for five people and divided from the rest of the club only by a baffle) and rubbed my hair dry 


with a towel, when Alec came in and tipped my shoulder to get my attention. 
"What?" 

"He's here. As | told you." 

he grinned. 

"Who?" 


"Richie. Richie Sambora. The guitarist of The Message’. C’me on, pal, | told you! Played with him in that band, 


he said he'll probably come over." 
‘Oh, really? Uhm, ok then.let’s see." 
| laid the towel down and followed Alec around the baffle and into the club. 


And there he stood. 
Tall, with long, lean legs and long arms, hanging from his sides with long fingers on their ends that twitched 
anxiously as if unable to ever stand still 


Everything about that guy was long and gangly. 
His long black hair was - even for those crazy times - teased into a strange hairdo, it looked like a 
beatleshaircut on which one had added ridiculously long extentions; wide, dark eyes attentively studied my face 


from underneath straight bangs. 


His skin was pale, yet it didn't let him seem to be peaky. Rather young. Almost childlike. His big, slightly bent 


nose brought some sharpness into his features but still his whole face seemed babyish, roud, althoug it was 
slim and as he smiled he showed a row of small, a little inclined teeth. 


‘Hey’ 
| said and offered him my hand. 

"John Bongiovi. And you are..2" 

His smile grew even wider, it illuminated his whole face, his eyes looked at me clever and curiously. 


Then he opened his mouth and | was surprised by his voice that didnt seem to fit to his outward appearance 


at all. 


"Richie Sambora. Seen you guys on stage and since l'm searching for a band to join at the moment.| wanted to 
ask if you might have some use for me." 


His voice was rough, much too deep for someone with his looks, warm and somehow there was something in it 
that touched a string in me, moved an fascinated me. 


"Uhm well, atually we don't need anyone at the moment..What instrument do you play?" 

Without hesitating he replied: 

"The guitar." 

"We.we already have a lead guitarist." 

| began and had to watch how the joyful sparkle left his eyes at these words and was replaced by 
disappointment. 

Damnit, | didn't want him to be disappointed. It was as if one would take away some kid's christmaspresents. It 
HURT me to see him like this. 

"But what do you think of just playing something for me?" 

Hope began to glow again in those dark eyes, then the smile returned. He really had a beautiful smile. 


"Course. May eee 


he pointed at the guitars which were usually played by Dave. 
| felt bad about allowing him to play them without asking for Dave's permission but | nodded. 


He put one guitar on, skillfully plugged it in, checked the strings and then stepped up on stage. 
Noone in the club paid him attention until he hit the first chord. 


What happened next was compelling. 


His fingers flew over the fingerboard so fast | was hardly able to catch them with my eyes anymore, as if 
they had a life of their own and brought the guitar, that soulless piece of wood, electronics and steel to life. 


It was as if the Gibson awoke wit every howling chord a little more and tried its hardest to appeal its new 


master. 


| had never seen anything like that in my entire life before, let alone heared it. 


And although | was able to notice some kind of structure in the composition, | couldn't see it in its whole. 


The club boiled. The poeple were excited and | felt a little sting at the thought that they hadn't been as 
ravished by me as by him. 


After twenty minutes Richie let the last tone fade away and choked it off with a grubby rasp. 


Then he just stood still, looked into the people’s faces, his look wandered around until he found mine and held it. 
In his brown eyes sparkled a ferocity | could not even have been able to divine before, what made him seem 
childlike before had nearly completely vanished. In front of me stood a young man who was so connected to his 
music that | wasn't able to tell whether he wasn’t that himself. 


Music. 

The crowd roared 

"Add-on, Add-on!" 

And he bowed, his fingers touched the strings again, more gentle this time and he began to play. 
This time it was different. 


It were high, doleful and sustained tones he elicted the instrument and it was a longing and a unexplainable 


desire in them that got a grip on my whole body and almost made my chest burst. 


| did not doubt a second that this wasn't just a random tone sequence but that it came out of his deepest 
insides, carrying his hopes and wishes without ever being catched by anyone to understand them before they 


faded away into the void forever. 


And from that moment on | knew, no matter how hard it was going to be, no matter how angry Dave would 


become, | didnt want anyone else but Richie. 


He got something that differed him from other guitarists. A longing, a passion for what he was doing. There 
were a lot of people out there who were able to play the guitar but there was just one Richie Sambora. 

And it wasn't only this. Somehow | felt something when | looked at him, without being able to say what it was. 
He really didn't seem to resmble me at all but near to him | felt WHOLE. Complete. 


Back then | didnt already know that that what | felt wasn't some kind of fascination or goodwill 


It was love. 


8th chapter 
Some months later. 


The cotract was signed. There was my name on it, | was the one who owned all the rights. All the other 
bandmembers were just my employees. But we didn't think of each others like that. We never did. And for long 
time I'd hoped that this would never change. 

Sometimes things happen, that should have never happened, you say stuff nobody should have ever said. 


But in those days we were still far away from that. 
Those days we were young and hungry. And Doc saw that. 


In the meantime we'd made it to become a Support act. We still didn't have recorded our first LP but Richie 
and | chimed perfectly together, in terms of songwriting, but not only there. He had become a good friend over 
the last few months, he made me laugh with his impossible, dirty humor and as a matter of fact | really 


enjoyed working with him. 


We opened for ZZTop. | still know it as if it was yesterday. 
It was the first time in our band’s history that we played in Madison Square Garden - even if only for half an 
hour. And it was first time in my life | stood there ON stage and not among the crowd. 


ve once tried to sneak in here with faked Bruce-Springsteen-tickets (and.uhm, maybe | sold some of them as 
well) but unfortunately | was arrested before | could get inside.long story. Another time. Starting to loose the 
thread again. 


What a sentimental, old geezer | am. 


Anyhow, we took the stage by storm and suddenly stood in the spotlights, so many faces, so many lives looked 


up at us. 


And they were against us. | could feel it in the air, could tell it by the looks they exchanged and the glances 
they shot us, could read it the help of their body language. 
They came here to see ZZTop, we were just rebound guys and they didn't expect anything from us. 


Or, yes, they did: they expected us to get throug our Support-act-program: A Setlist of maybe ten fair to 
poor songs, only there to let the following band seem even better and to give the audience the secure feeling 
that those guys, so full of hope, dreams and expectations, would never made it further than to the support 


act of ZZTop. 


And on the whole they were right: A part of me thought that we already made it as far as possible, that 
opening for ZZTop was the highest we could get and the greatest of success we could have wished for. 
But | was still hungry. Something inside me still wanted more. 

And that was why | was unable to fullfill these people's expectations. 


The consequence was that we were never hired as a support act by ZZTop again.. 


| gave everything on that evening. Richie fucked it up badly, already at the beginning. His amplyfier blew off 
with the first chord he hit and produced a sound not dissimilar to a tortured cat before the guitar fell silent 
for some agonizing seconds. 

It made the audience grin with malicious joy and caused cascades of cold sweat to pour down my back until the 


situation got under controll again. 
| think, we all were nervous wrecks that evening. Every single one of us. 


| sang, screamed, ran criss-cross over the stage, | screeched and whispered all of our new songs, those we've 
already finished working on, those we've had practiced. 


| wanted to tear down the wall of animosity to set the ardor free. 


And as we bowed in the end for good-bye, our hands entangled, and as | shouted 

"And now, The one and only, ZZTop!" 

into the microphone, my voice scratchy and britle by the unusual strain, | looked down and saw a sea of 
smiling, cheering, excited faces, an indescribeable feeling of happiness flew through me. No drug on earth is 


able to make you feel the way | felt in that moment. 


And l'd never been so sure in my entire life: This here was, what | wanted. standing here for the rest of my 
life and making people smile. 

There was no purer, more boisterous energy than this one. This was happiness. This was about to become my 
life. This was, what | wanted. 


He came to us after the show. 


Doc. 


A small, corpulent man with a bald patch he obviously tried to comensate by growing the rest of his hair even 


longer so it shaggily hung down on his back. 

"Hello" 

He offered me a fleshy paw and | shook it. 

His handshake was firm, promised capacity and technical qualification. 

"Doc McGhee. | suppose you've already heared about me?" 

| shot Richie a short look, who had stopped trying to save his completely ruined hairstyle and instead stared at 
McGhee with wide eyes. 

He noticed my glance and murmured: 

‘Johnny, that's.that’s the Scorpions’ manager. Holy shit!" 

"Thanks, Rich. Yeah, | know, who you are." 


"Great, so can you imagine why l'm here?" 


| tried to hide my excitement but it was damn hard. 


There it was. The way to success. Within my grasp. 
"LI think so?" 


"Id like to make you an offer. As far as | know you are still searching for a manager, right? | could do 


somethin’ for ya. And after this fantastic show you've just played, Id be more than pleased to help you out" 
Oh god, finally! Finally a true chancel Of course | didn't say no. 


"Good. I'd say you guys catch some sleep, you looking tired, and tomorrow we can talk about everything, all 


right? Call me when you are ready." 


He gave me his business card and | took it and carefully shoe it into my pocket. 
My ticket to success. 


I've waited long enough... 


